TWO SYMPHONIES

he wanted to inquire after. We understood from his tone
of voice that it would be indiscreet to follow him, so
Jammes and I returned alone to La R., where he joined
us in the course of the evening.

"My dear fellow," said Jammes after a time, "let me
warn you that I am determined not to tell you the
smallest tale until you come out with the one you
obviously have on your mind/*

Now Jammes's tales were the delight of our evenings.

"I would willingly tell you the story the scene of which
was laid in the house you saw this afternoon," began
Gerard, "but I was only able to discover or reconstruct it
partially; besides which I am afraid that if I attempt to
tell it you in any sort of order, I shall strip it of aU the
attraction of baffling mystery with which my curiosity
invested each event as it occurred."

"Put as little order into your story as you please,"
said Jammes.

"Why should one try to rearrange facts in their
chronological sequence?" added I. "Why not put them
before us just as you discovered them?"

"Then you must allow me to talk a great deal about
myself."

"Which of us ever does anything else?" was Jammes's
rejoinder.

This is the story Gerard told us.